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being tried that afternoon. The sight of me seemed
to make him see red, "What, you here again? Why
can't you people mind your own business and let
me continue with mine?" I calmly replied that it
was my business to attend the trial of certain Youth
Leaguers as I was the Secretary of the Youth Lea-
gue. At first he refused to give me permission. I
told him I would wait until he did even if I had to
wait all day. This exasperated him and he wrote
out the permission slip. Handing it over he said,
"Now for heaven's sake stop coming here. You
people are driving me crazy."

I went to the trial. I little guessed that our
friend the District Magistrate would play a ditry
trick on me which he did. As I said au revoir to
my comrades and prepared to leave with a cousin
of mine we were both confronted with an arrest
warrant for having been members of an unlawful
assembly a week ago. We were rather taken aback
but there was nothing we could do about it. My
cousin Shyam Kumari took no active part in poli-
tics. She was a lawyer and had merely corne to
attend the trial from a professional point of view.
Being a Nehru was just sufficient evidence to be
'condemned'. We were sentenced to one month's
imprisonment or Rs. 100 fine.

I was sorry for one reason alone. My father was
very ill and had repeatedly told me that he hoped
I would not go to jail just then. I did not want him
to think that I had deliberately done so contrary to
his wishes, and yet how could I explain? It was
winter and our prison cell was cold and filthy, with
vermin crawling all over the place. Shyam Kumari
and I tried to amuse ourselves for a while and then
lapsed into silence. I was terribly unhappy think-
ing of father and hoping he would understand. At
last I fell asleep and woke up hours later to hear
voices, clanging of chains and opening of gates. The